46                               BOOTS AND  SADDLES.
pays his portion. They take turns in doing the cook ing, which, being necessarily simple, each can bear t share of the labor. Sometimes we found a more ambi tious member of the mess endeavoring to rise superioi to the tiresome hard-tack; he had bared his brawny arm* and was mixing biscuit on the tail-board of the wagon, lei down for the purpose. He whistled away as he moulded the dough with his horny hands, and it would have seemed that he had a Delinonico supper to anticipate.
"We had not left Tankton far behind us before we were surprised to see one of its most hospitable citizens drive up; he acknowledged that he had missed us, and described the tameness of life after the departure of the cavalry as something quite past endurance. We were so stupid as not to discover, until after he had said the second good-bye, that he really wanted to join us on the march; still, had he kept on, I am sure his endurance would have been tested, for while I do not remember ever to have been discouraged before in all our campaigning, I was so during the storm that followed. The weather suddenly changed, and we began our march with a dull, gray morning and stinging cold. The general wound me up in all the outside wraps I had until I was a shapeless mass of fur and wool as I sat in the saddle. We could talk but little to each other, for the wind cut our faces and stiffened the flesh until it ached. My hands became too numb to hold my horse, so I gave him his own way. As we rode along like automatons, I was keeping my spirits up with the thought of the samp we would make in the underbrush of a sheltered valley by some stream, and the coining camp-fire rose either a bit of needle'to rt'HHiiii, he did imt MHMii fjuitti at efinn and drovu IIWHV.
